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Little St. Nick 


Twas the week before Christmas, when all through the hotel 
Not a creature was stirring, 
Except for... 


Steve cocked his head and listened to the scrabbling from beyond the door. Sliding from the bed, he opened it 


and looked out. 


A figure, dressed in red, fluffy furs and with a red Santa hat propped on their head, was dropping a sack 
outside his room. A bell jangled from the pom pom of the hat. 


"Bruce?" 
The figure stopped, the sack halfway to the floor. 


"Bruce?" 


The figure looked up and grinned from under the hat, their brown hair falling into their eyes. 
"Just what the fuck are you doing?" 

The younger man just continued to grin and held up the sack 

"Ant what the fuck is in there?" 

The furry clothed man opened the sack to reveal brightly wrapped gifts 

"Christmas presents? Really now?" 


Bruce nodded, the little bell jingling. His grin stayed in place, eyes sparkling in the low, midnight light of the hotel 
hallway. 


"An what's in ‘em?" 


The too-young Santa looked up and down the hallway and pressed a finger to his lips. He obviously wasn't going 
to say a word. The sack was dropped inside the door, a few of the boxes rattling. 


And then the young man was gone, the white fur trimmed coat pinwheeling behind him. From along the 


corridor, Steve was sure he heard the other man's voice. 


‘Merry Christmas fo you, Steve, and fo you a good night!" 


